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and haven't you heard (hearts turn to dirt) 


by patrichor 


Summary 


Karl is pale- too pale, and his hand on the doorframe seems casual but looking closer 
reveals that he’s leaning a lot of his weight on it. His breathing is carefully controlled but 
strained, and there are beads of sweat on his forehead. 


He looks- sick, almost. Borderline feverish, and Quackity’s hurt begins to wane as he 
considers that maybe Karl had been in no physical condition to find and talk to him about 
Kinoko Kingdom. 


Notes 


i'm still working on other stuff, but my depression has been acting up and making me super 
unmotivated so those might be a little while 


i was going through my wips and found this, and i decided to make it two chapters and post 
part of what 1 already had to try and motivate myself to work on the rest, so ““ 


all that really means is that yall get more karlnapity content, which i feel like is a definite 
win for you lmao :' 


is it still a home (when you're all alone) 


Chapter Summary 


In which Quackity panics, and questions are raised. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Quackity isn’t angry. 


Mostly, anyway. He’s confused and a bit hurt and yes, a little angry that Karl just- what, decided 
not to tell him about their new kingdom? About El Rapids being abandoned by everyone but him 
while he was busy with building Las Nevadas? 


He just wants to know why. George had looked confused when he asked and said Karl was 
supposed to tell him about it, and he just wants to know why that never happened. Sure, he hadn’t 
seen Karl in a little while, but it’s not like he’d made himself hard to find. Especially not for Karl, 
who always seems to know where to look for him and Sapnap. 


He stands at Karl’s door and knocks, and there’s a few moments of silence before someone 
approaching can be heard from the other side. The door swings open, and Quackity’s not-quite- 
anger stutters and shifts to apprehension as he sees no recognition in the eyes of the unusually pale 
man who opens the door. 


“Yes?” Karl asks, smiling politely. His expression is too distant and a bit pinched, his tone 
awkward and lacking any of the familiar warmth that Quackity has long grown used to being 
directed toward him. 


“.Karl?” His apprehension swings into concern as Karl’s brow furrows, eyes still blank. As the 
other man seems to struggle to focus, Quackity takes in his full appearance and fear starts to gather 
in the back of his mind. “Hey, are you.. okay?” 


Karl is pale- too pale, and his hand on the doorframe seems casual but looking closer reveals that 
he’s leaning a lot of his weight on it. His breathing is carefully controlled but strained, and there 
are beads of sweat on his forehead. 


He looks- sick, almost. Borderline feverish, and Quackity’s hurt begins to wane as he considers 
that maybe Karl had been in no physical condition to find and talk to him about Kinoko Kingdom. 
There’s their communicators, of course, but it’s possible he was occupied with his illness or just 
plain not feeling well enough to be on long enough to send a message. 


Karl frowns. “Yeah, I’m fine- uh, I’m sorry, but who are you?” 


Quackity’s world stutters to a halt and he forces a weak laugh. “Hey, c’mon Karl, that’s not funny. 
Do you have a fever or something? It’s me, Quackity.” 


He reaches out to feel Karl’s forehead, and two things happen in quick succession. First, Quackity 
freezes as Karl flinches back half a step, and second the quick movement forces a pained gasp. 


A sick suspicion is worming its way through Quackity’s gut as Karl stumbles, falling to his knees 
and doubling over. He thinks maybe the other is going to be sick or something and takes a hasty 
step back, until his eyes land on the blood soaking through the back of Karl’s hoodie. 


It’s not nearly old enough for Quackity to be comfortable, not even fully dry. A sharp spike of 
panic shoots through him, and he crouches next to his fiance and hesitates only a moment before 
putting gentle hands on his shoulders. 


“Karl? You’re bleeding, what happened? How bad is it?” 


Karl doesn’t answer, doesn’t even seem to register Quackity’s words. His eyes are unfocused, and 
the hand not bracing himself on the floor is clinging tightly to his hoodie over his chest. 


As little as Quackity likes fighting, he’s lived through wars. He knows first-aid, knows to put 
pressure on the injury to try and stem the bleeding as he lifts an unresponsive Karl and carries him 
inside to the bathroom of his house. 


He fumbles for his communicator with his free hand, ignoring the small smear blood he leaves on 
the screen. 


“Call Sapnap.” He snaps, glad that after the injury that messed up his sight Karl had helped him 
add voice controls to his communicator. It buzzes, and only a couple rings pass before someone 
picks up. 


“Hello?” 


A wave of relief crashes over Quackity. “Sap, come to Karl’s house. He’s hurt, I don’t know how 
bad it is but he’s unresponsive and bleeding.” 


Sapnap sounds alarmed, and the sound of movement comes through the other end. “/’m on my 
way. Do you know what happened?” 


“No.” Quackity blinks back tears, eyes landing on Karl’s far too pale face. “He opened the door 
and didn’t recognize me, and then he just- collapsed.” 


“Okay.” Sapnap 1s clearly worried, but his voice is reassuring anyway. “It’s okay, Q. We’ll figure 
it out. Is the injury still bleeding?” 


Quackity checks. “Less now, but yeah.” 
“Okay. Clean the injury if you can and then keep pressure, yeah? Everything’s gonna be okay.” 


Quackity follows the instructions over the communicator, relief flowing through his veins as he 
finds the injury to be smaller than the bloodstain made it look. That raises other concerns- how 
long had he been bleeding? What happened?- but nothing that can’t wait until Karl is well enough 
to talk to them. 


Sapnap arrives and takes over the medical care, and sits next to Quackity once Karl is bandaged 
and safely asleep on his stomach in their bed. He kisses Quackity’s forehead, humming softly as 
the shorter man leans into him. 


“T was so scared when he collapsed,” Quackity chokes out, blinking back tears. “I thought- I dunno. 
And he didn’t recognize me, he asked who I was. What-” 


Sapnap hushes him gently. “I know, Q. I know. He was probably just delirious, or something. 


He’ll be alright now, I promise. We’ll figure this out and help him, okay?” 


Quackity nods slowly. “Where has he been going?” He swallows, eyes flicking across the room to 
Karl’s unconscious form. “He keeps coming back more and more hurt.. did you see his scars? I’ ve 
never seen half of them before, and they don’t look fresh.” 


“T don’t know.” Sapnap holds his fiance tighter. “I don’t know, but we’ll figure it out. We’re gonna 
figure this out, okay?” 


Quackity nods, but he isn’t sure. He hopes Sapnap is right, of course, and things will be okay, but 
since when has the universe ever been so kind to him? He keeps losing everything- first the whole 
situation with Schlatt, and then L’ Manberg is blown up not once but twice, and then he even loses 
El Rapids. What next? Will the universe really not be satisfied until he loves everything he loves, 

until he’s completely alone and has no one left? 


Please, he prays quietly. Not to anyone specific- to Prime, maybe, or XD, but not even he could say 
for sure. Most likely, anything that will listen. Please, let them be okay. Don’t let me lose them, 
too. 


His gaze flicks to Karl, lying unnaturally still in a way he never does even when asleep- always 
fidgeting, tossing and turning whether he has nightmares or not. It feels wrong, seeing him so 
lifeless. Like a painting, or a sculpture that could never really capture his essence. Like an empty 
shell. Like he’s already- already- 


Quackity closes his eyes, and prays. 


Karl, thankfully, manages to sleep through the night. It gets a bit more concerning, though, when 
he hasn’t woken up by the afternoon of the next day. 


Sapnap has a theory, when he lifts the bandages to change them and finds the injury far more 
healed than one would expect. 


“His body is probably using all his energy to heal so quickly,” He explains, carding his fingers 
through the unconscious man’s hair absent-mindedly. “Do you think he might be some kind of 
hybrid? It could explain the advanced healing.” 


“T don’t know.” Quackity sits at the foot of the bed, his wings drooping a little. “If he is, though.. 
does that mean he doesn’t feel safe telling us?” 


Sapnap’s face falls. “Unless he somehow doesn’t know. A recent manifestation, maybe?” The 
blaze hybrid shrugs helplessly. 


“Whatever’s going on, he’d better have a good explanation.” Quackity grumbles, trying to disguise 
his worry with irritation. It doesn’t work, not on either of the men he’s chosen to share his life with, 
and Sapnap just watches him with something soft in his eyes. 


Karl shifts, then, a pained noise escaping him, and the attention of both men immediately locks 
onto him. Sapnap leans over, relief on his face as Karl’s eyes blink open in fits and starts. 


He seems disoriented, but relaxes a bit as Sapnap smooths his hair back from his face. He tries to 
push himself up, wincing in pain, and Quackity scoots forward and hushes him. 


Karl’s eyes land on Quackity’s face, and a pain Quackity recognizes the same way he knows his 
own name fills the injured man’s face. 


“T’m so sorry,” He croaks, Quackity and Sapnap exchanging alarmed and confused looks. “I’m so 
sorry, Cleetus, I tried. I swear I tried.” 


“Uh.. it’s okay, Karl.” Quackity puts a hand on his shoulder hesitantly. “I know you did. You did 
your best, yeah? Everything is fine.” 


“T’m sorry, I’m so sorry.” Karl is crying now, awful, heart-rending sobs as he puts a hand on top of 
Quackity’s and clings with all the strength his weakened form can muster. “I tried to save you, I’m 
sorry. I should have known it was a trap, I should have-” 


His speech devolves into delirious mumbles as his eyes drift shut again, and Sapnap resumes 
stroking his hair to try and soothe him. 


“What was that?” Quackity tries to hide the way his hands shake. Sure, he’d kind of wanted Karl to 
apologize for the thing with Kinoko Kingdom, but whatever that was is nothing like he’d pictured. 
It feels.. bad, watching him exhaust himself with sobs and mumbled apologies to someone 
Quackity has never heard of and probably never will, judging by what Karl seemed to be 
apologizing for. 


“1 don’t know, Quackity.” Sapnap glances over, eyes troubled. “I really don’t know.” 


Chapter End Notes 


thanks for reading, and for all of your support ““ yall have been amazing, it really 
means a lot to me <3 


find a way to promise you forever 


Chapter Summary 


In which Karl wakes up, and secrets are dragged into the open. 


Chapter Notes 


this chapter is so much longer than the first one jskbgfdh :" 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


When Karl wakes up for real, it’s nighttime again. He stirs, slowly at first, but upon realizing he 
isn’t alone he wrests consciousness back with as much force as he can muster. 


The familiar warmth that greets him as his eyes open has him relaxing before he’s consciously 
aware. He’s spent more nights than he can count cuddling up against Sapnap, relishing the warmth 
his fiance radiates as a blaze hybrid. It’s come to mean safety, now, an assurance that no matter 
where he’s awoken he’s with someone he loves. 


That’s not all, though. As he turns, he spots someone that he hasn’t seen in even longer than 
Sapnap, for what feels like forever. His other fiance sits next to the bed, eyes fixed on clasped 
hands in his lap, face tight. He looks up at the sound of Karl shifting, relief flashing across his face 
as he sees the injured man looking back. 


“Karl,” Quackity breathes, shifting to sit on the bed and help Karl into a sitting position. “Are you 
okay?” 


“Tm fine,” Comes the immediate and automatic response, Karl’s smile cautious but warm. The 
duck hybrid is far from convinced, motioning Karl to stay still while he undoes the bandages and 
checks the injury on his back. 


It’s healed, like most injuries are when Karl gets back from the Inbetween. Sure, occasionally 
when he dies in a particularly rough way the injury will linger even after he makes it back to his 
own time, but his shapeshifter genes means he heals quickly so he’s been able to hide it from his 
fiances. 


Until now, anyway. Sapnap shifts next to Karl, propping himself up and rubbing his eyes tiredly as 
he’s awoken by the sound of talking, and from the look he’s given by Quackity, Karl knows he 
isn’t getting out of this discussion. 


"What happened?" Sapnap is the one to start the conversation, after verifying for himself that Karl 
is no longer injured. 


"Accident," Karl offers lamely, knowing it won't fool anyone but still having to try anyway. 


Quackity's brow arches. "I know sword wounds when I see them. What kind of accident-" 


He cuts himself off when he sees Karl shrink from his increasingly agitated tone, and sighs. 


"We're worried about you," Sapnap chimes in, taking Karl's hand in his and squeezing lightly. 
"You keep disappearing and coming back hurt days or weeks later, not to mention.." He hesitates 
before forging onward. "Your memory. It's been getting worse, hasn't it?" 


"Memory?" Quackity asks, keen eyes flicking between the pair. 


Karl doesn't say anything, so after an awkward pause Sapnap answers for him. "Karl's been having 
trouble remembering things. It was small at first, but it started happening more often. He said he 
had it under control, though, and I..." 


He trails off. He's been occupied too, with everything happening with his once-best friend. 
Between that, and trying to be there for George, and worrying about Quackity, and the stress of 
whatever is going on with his adoptive father and the Badlands.. is it really any wonder that some 
things fell by the wayside? 


"I'm sorry," Karl says suddenly, his voice small. "I can't tell you. I'm sorry." 

"Why not?" Sapnap asks, keeping his voice gentle. 

Karl hesitates, glancing between the pair uncertainly. "I'm not supposed to tell anyone." 
Quackity's face darkens, but Sapnap speaks before he can. 


"Who said you're not supposed to tell anyone?" He asks, the strain in his voice harder to hide. 
"Karl, is someone- is someone-" 


"No!" Karl's eyes widen when he catches on to what Sapnap is inferring, and his hands wave in the 
air as he tries to provide reassurance. "No, no, nothing like that. It's not even some one , really, 
more like the universe-" 


He clamps his mouth shut, paling. This reaction doesn't go unnoticed, and Quackity narrows his 
eyes. 


"The universe? What does that mean, Karl?" The duck hybrid tries to keep his tone even, but he 
isn't sure how successful he is. 


Karl hesitates still, seeming torn between whatever need he feels to keep his secrets and his desire 
to give his fiances anything, everything, whatever they want is theirs if only they ask- 


They are asking. And whatever fear plagues Karl, whatever holds his voice, it caves like wet paper 
in the face of his love for the men in front of him, the men he's promised his heart and life and 
whole self to. 


In the face of their asking, Karl can no more keep his silence than a river could leap from its banks 
and choose a new course for itself. He closes his eyes, taking a steadying breath, but in his heart he 
knows the decision is already made. 


"I'm a time traveler." He blurts, letting his face drop to be cradled in his hands. "I get sent to 
different times and worlds to record what happens, and- every time I come back, I remember a little 
less." 


Sapnap sounds like he's frowning. "Why do you keep doing it, then? If it hurts you?" 


"You don't have a choice, do you." Quackity finally speaks, eyes shadowed. "You said you 'get 
sent’ to places, implying that you don't choose when or where you travel. It's out of your control, 
isn't it." 


It isn't a question. Karl nods anyway, and Quackity's face falls as if despite all the evidence, he'd 
hoped for a different answer. Hoped that it was simply a matter of convincing Karl to take care of 
himself, not that he's being yanked around by some unknown force and torn apart in the process. 


Sapnap makes a low noise, tugging Karl into a half embrace. Karl slumps against his fiance, the 
warmth radiating from the blaze hybrid providing a sense of familiarity and comfort. 


"You're right," He says quietly. "I.. have no way to control any of it. I don't have a choice." 


Against his will, he can feel himself tearing up. He hasn't let himself get angry about his 
circumstances, hasn't let himself stop and think long enough for it to sink in how truly unfair it is, 
because he knows if he does then he'll break down completely. 


But he's in Sapnap's arms, and it's so warm, and Quackity is there sitting next to the bed, and it all 
combines to provide just enough of a sense of safety that Karl can't keep pushing himself to power 
through it all any longer. 


"I die, sometimes." He blurts, and as Sapnap's arms around him tighten protectively he doesn't 
think he can stop now that he's finally started talking. "A lot of the time, that's how I get back. 
And- the injuries linger, sometimes. If it's a bad death. That's what happened this time." 


"Why didn't you tell us?" Sapnap asks, and his tone is gentle but his eyes are hurt. "Even if we 
can't go with you, we still- we can still be there for you." 


Karl's brow furrows as he tries to figure out how to word what he wants to say, and then his brain 
stops. Because there are fingers running through his hair, and nails scritch against his scalp, and it 
feels so nice that he can't help but melt, turning into a boneless heap. 


"I'm scared to lose you." He doesn't intend for his answer to be so painfully honest, but something 
about the combination of Sapnap's warm hand stroking his hair and the look Quackity is giving 
him, like he's watching his whole world crumble around him with no idea how to stop it, compels 
Karl to tell the raw truth. 


"I still know barely anything about this power, and every answer I find just raises more questions." 
He swallows. "The one thing that's clear is that there's a price to pay for intervening. Changing 
how the story goes. Right now it's my memories, but what if it doesn't stay that way? What if it 
demands more, what if it decides the two of you are the price?" 


Karl shakes his head, trying for firm and landing on desperate. "I can't risk it. I can't risk you." He 
looks up at them pleadingly. "You two are- you're the brightest part of my life. This, you, us? It's 
the best thing that's ever happened to me." 


"Don't you think we feel the same way about you?" Sapnap counters. "Don't you think we want to 
keep you safe too?" 


"Sap.." Karl hesitates, but digs in his heels. "I'm sorry, but it's not worth the risk. I can't lose you 
again." 


Quackity narrows his eyes- as ever, the first to pick up on a verbal slip. "Again?" 


Karl freezes before offering an awkward smile, trying to play it off. His initial reaction can't be so 


easily dismissed, however, and Quackity leans forward in his seat. 
"Karl.. have you seen us die before?" 


Karl swallows hard, and a distant look enters his eyes. "Not.. exactly? There are- everywhere I go, 
there are different versions of you. You have different names, different lives, but you're still you. " 
He closes his eyes slowly, looking far older than his physical age. "More often than not, I fail to 
save you." 


And- oh . Sapnap and Quackity's eyes meet over Karl's bowed head, and they mirror each other's 
anguish. To fail to save someone is so much worse than just losing them, implying that you could 
have done something but just weren't.. enough. 


For Karl to go through that pain even once, to say nothing of how many times it seems to have 
happened.. it breaks their hearts, and as Sapnap holds Karl closer Quackity abandons his chair next 
to the bed and sits on Karl's other side, leaning against his shoulder in silent support. 


"I'm sorry," Sapnap starts. "I can't even imagine what that must be like." He seems about to say 
more, but quiets with a furrowed brow. 


"What Sapnap is trying to figure out how to say," Quackity jumps in. "Is that we can't lose you 
either. We know now, about the time travel, and that- that doesn't mean things are fixed, but it's a 
start. We can help you, Karl. You just have to let us." 


Karl slowly raises his head. His eyes are reddened, but he stubbornly clings to what control he has 
left and refuses to cry. 


"Just.. promise you won't do anything that puts yourselves at risk." He reaches up, cupping 
Quackity's cheek gently with trembling fingers. "Please. Even if it means something happens to 
me.. just promise me that." 


"We can't do nothing while you get hurt," Sapnap argues, a muscle in his jaw tightening. 


Karl shakes his head. "I can die in another time and come back fine, remember? If anything 
happens, I have the insurance of my abilities. You don't. I'm used to dangerous situations, I can get 
myself out of them. I just need to be able to be sure both of you are safe." 


He looks down, hand dropping from Quackity's face. "That's.. what's been keeping me going. 
Knowing that I have to get back somehow, because the two of you are here waiting for me." 


The two share a look, resolve weakening in the face of Karl's plea. Because, really, they can't say 
no to him any more than he can to them. Can’t deny him this assurance, even though they both 
know if it came down to it, a promise matters far less to them than Karl’s safety, and they would 
break it in a heartbeat if it meant sparing him any more pain. 


"Okay," Sapnap is the first to cave, his gaze dropping as he reaches out, taking Karl's hand in his. 
"I promise." 


"Thank you." Karl's expression is so relieved it's painful to look at, and he squeezes Sapnap's hand 
gratefully before turning to Quackity. "Q?" 


The duck hybrid sighs, but relents. "Yeah, I promise." 


The tension drains from Karl's frame, and he rests his head on Quackity's shoulders. "Thank you." 


Quackity leans his own head against Karl's briefly, forcing a smile. "Yeah. Get some more rest, 
okay? It's late, and you've mostly healed but it took a lot of energy." 


"Is that part of time traveling?" Sapnap asks. "That your injuries heal?" 


"Kind of?" Karl blinks at Sapnap, what energy he managed to recover by sleeping completely 
drained by the emotional conversation. "That all happens before I get back, though. My body takes 
care of the rest on its own." 


Sapnap nods, but his brow is still furrowed. "You have some kind of enhanced healing, then? Like 
me and Quackity?" 


"Yeah?" Karl blinks. "Shapeshifter, remember?" 

Quackity splutters. "What do you mean, remember? You never told us anything like that!" 

"..Huh." Karl half shrugs. "Whoops? I guess I forgot to tell you, then thought I had..?" 

Sapnap sighs, fond and vaguely exasperated. "Of course you did. That does explain.. a lot, though." 


"Wait, did you think I was human?" Karl laughs softly as he's maneuvered to lie down on the bed 
again, his fiances climbing under the covers with him. "That's so funny. I can literally see in the 
dark, and i have claws." 


"I thought you just had good night vision." Sapnap grumbles, resting his forehead between Karl's 
shoulder blades. "And there’s no way your claws aren’t retractable, don't act like we could have 
noticed." 


"My pupils are reflective!" Karl snorts, shoulders shaking with laughter. "You really never thought 
anything was off?” 


Quackity groans. “Less mocking, more sleeping.” 


Karl’s torso shakes with silent laughter but he complies, snuggling closer to his two favorite people 
in the world. 


“T love you guys,” He whispers, feeling the absence of a weight he hadn’t noticed until it was gone. 
“So much.” 


Sapnap makes a sleepy noise that’s probably meant to reciprocate the sentiment, and Quackity 
shifts enough to place a feather-light kiss on Karl’s forehead. 


“Love you too.” He closes his eyes again, lulled by the feeling of safety that envelops him 
whenever the other two are around. 


Karl looks at the two of them for a long moment, and his mouth curves upward as he reaches over 
Quackity to click off the bedside lamp. 


He goes to sleep cradled in his fiances arms, and he’s still there when he wakes. 
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